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DIALOG U B 


BETWEEN 


— 


An Old 0 loak of Forty One, and a Ruſty Gown: of E 2 Eigh 


| Written by the Man in the Moon, 


/ 


*& "oY 
1Rave Sir, if I am not miſtaken, 
| You are the Man that ſpoil'd my Bacon, 
For all you look fo Plump and Luſty, 
ll ſee you hang'd before Fi] Truſt ye: 
For 'tis not many Years of Diſtance, 
Since you (as now) Preach'd Non- Reſiſtance. 
And yet for all your Paſlive wheedle, 
You Sung and Danc'd to any Fiddle: 
And to compleat your Friends D. ſaſter, 
Lou turu'd a-driſt your Royal Maſter. 


! 


Gown, 


Nay, hold Friend Rump! you are haſty; 
If you're ſo hot the Cook muſt Baſte ye: 
| You have forgot ſince Tub and Barrel 
Were Tap'd and Broach'd in Knaviſh Quarrel, 
Whca Cloak and little Band United 


& Made B—ps Poor, and Beggars Knighted: 


Old Nick, and Nel, with Witch of Endor, 
Conſpir'd to Kill our Faith's Defender; 
While yau with Scripture Lectures back d 'em, 
And Holy Cheats if they had lack'd em; 
But Pope and Devil, in your cauſe 

Cry'd up Religion and your Laws: 
And put into your Knaviſh Pate, 
The Ruin of the C——band St —e: 
And as for what was done to Penny, 
Im ſure the World has cauſe to Blame ye, 
More Ten to One than Gown or Mitre, 
Who would have ſtood more cloſe and titer, 
Had not the Cloak, to cover Knav'ry, 
Addreſsd the K--g for Popiſh Slav'ry : 
Which forc'd the Gown, who ſaw the ſham, 
| To be what now you lay I am. 


C loak. 


Nase coal, and yet 93 4 

You own the Crime yon fain wou'd hide. 
Which mounts to this, twixt you and I, 
As much as ſaying, Tongue you Lye. 
For tho? you ſtrive to ſhift the ſtory, 

You cannot boaſt of Paſſive Glory, 
No more then thoſe you thus abuſe, - 
For Faith, there's not a T--d to'chuſe; 


Oaly we differ in this thing, 
We Kill'd, but you wou'd ſtarve the K- 
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| With Curſt Tempiation to deceive, 


| But now like th Old Grand Deceiver, 


| bach 7 ab muſt nd on its own Bottom. 


But yet *twas brought about by you; 


_—_ 


— 


Gn, 


The Mater s known to be too true, 


Our Church ne'r taught us to Rebel, 
Reſiſtance ſure, was hatcht in Hell. 
Spawn'd by che Devil and his Clan, 
To Ruin aud Confound vain Man; 


Juſt as he Poyſon'd Mother Eve. 
Who with an Apple and fine Words, | 
Made her reſiſt the Lord of Lords; 
So you firſt leari'd, then draw'd us in, 
And Tavg't us Al! the way to Sin: 


You ſtrive to make us Sin for ever. 


2 Cloak. 


If being Loyal can do hurt, 
Why do you Preach ſo loudly for't ? 
Our kind A dureſſet to Ring F —,, 
Can be no Scandal to our Names. 


| Nor can i :hink ſuch Conſequence, 


Cou'd make Rebellion to a Prince: 
But rather on the other Hand, 


Teach to Obey his juſt Command. 


But if you will Rebellions view, 


| | Your own is much the worſt o'th' two. 


For Bloody Wars our Miſchief lent, 
But your's came by your own conſent. 
5 Gon. 
If we by chance have done amiſs, 
Can you make ſtanding Rules by this # 


At this ſtrangs rate of Argument, 
A Sinner never will Repenr : 


It Cuſtom in Ill Things go well, 


| And Laws are made for to Rebel; 


It cannot be for Subjects caſe, 


Let Clock and Band think what they pleaſe ? 


For my own part, I'll be content 


| With any ſort of Goverament, 


l'm for the 2 —, vou for the ae 
m for ach with Decent Steeple; 
You're for a Stable, Barn, or Hovel, 

Or any thing that's counted Novel, 


But ſince thoſe Things kind Fate allot em, 


